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* The home you left but late,
He speeds to it light-hearted ; By the wires he sent this news, and straight
To you with it they started.' O joy for a yearning heart too great,
O union for the parted !
We rose up in the night,
The morning star was shining ; We carried the child in its slumber light
Out by the myrtles twining: Orion over the sea hung bright,
And glorious in declining.
Mother, to meet her son,
Smiled first, then wept the rather; And wife, to bind up those links undone.
And cherished words to gather, And to show the face of her little one,
That had never seen its father.
That cottage in a chine,
We were not to behold it j But there may the purest of sunbeams shine,
May .freshest flowers enfold it, For sake of the news which our hearts must twine
With the bower where we were told it I